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And my beloved lifted up her face, And moved her lips as if about to speak;
She dropped her lashes with a girlish grace, And the rich damask mantled in her cheek,
I stood awaiting till she should deny
Her love, or with sweet laughter put it by.
But, closer nestling to her mother's heart, She, blushing, said no \vord to break my trance,
For I was breathless} and, with lips apart, Felt my breast pant and all my pulses dance,
And strove to move, but could not for the weight;
Of unbelieving joy, so sudden and so great,
Because she loved me-   With a mighty sigh Breaking away, I left her on her knees,
And blest the laurel bower, the darkened sky, The sultry night of August.   Through the trees,
Giddy with gladness, to the porch I went,
And hardly found the way for joyful wonderment
Yet, when I entered, saw her mother sit
With both hands cherishing the graceful head.
Smoothing the clustered hair, and parting it From, the fair brow} she, rising, only said,
In the accustomed tone, the accustomed word,
The careless greeting that I always heard y